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Hunt The T ime 

By Bianey Lagunas-Sanchez 

I hold my head tightly as I feel a stabbing pain draining my thoughts. My room 
starts to slowly fade away and every second that passes is another object I can’t see. I start to 
realize that my eyes are almost shut closed. I gently got on my knees and reached under my bed 
to grab my tilma a religious article worn by men where I kept my map and other things needed to 
travel. As my hand moves around the cold wood on the floor I felt something soft tickling the 
left side of my hand. Then I slowly move my hand to the left reaching over for my stuff. I start to 
put on my woven long dress. I put on the white silk dress. As I’m finishing up I felt the pain 
getting stronger. There was a strong tension In my head. It felt like my brain was being pulled 
apart. I closed my eyes tightly hoping the pain would go away. I stood there for 15 draining 
seconds until I felt a light breeze of relief. 

The pain left I became more aware of my surroundings. I heard loud sounds ah around 
me. After gaining some consciousness I heard loud stomping and screaming. My eyes begin to 
clear up I saw people with white dresses rushing. I begin to look around wondering where I was.I 
stood up and saw big tall trees about half a mile away from where I was standing. I turn around 
slowly feeling the cold air rushing through my silky hair. I slowly take to steps back trying to 
analyze where I am and why I can’t see my pink sheets folded on my bed and why I don’t have a 
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roof over my head. I must have appeared in Tenochtitlan again. As I start to process everything 
through my head and then remembered that there are people running. I start to get worried 
rnaybes they saw something dangerous and ran. I heard someone screaming from a distance. 

“Espera! Quien eres!” I turned around to see who was talking to me” 

“Soy-“ at that moment I realized that no one in Tenochtitlan spoke Spanish so who would be 
talking to me? Everyone spoke Nahuat, then I remembered my 7th grade social study teacher. 
We learned about a guy named Cortez and only him and his men know Spanish. 

“You understand me!?” He asked with an impressed yet confused face. A rush of 
bad thought came through my head. Will he come after me? Will they lock me up like they he 
did to Moctezuma? I didn’t know what to do. I ran as fast as I would until I lost myself in the 
crowd. Finally, I reached an isolated place with a lot of tall green trees moving to the motion of 
the wind. As I took a couple of breaths I start to realize that it is getting dark. I didn’t want to go 
back into town because I knew that Cortez was looking for me. I decided to sleep where I was so 
I looked around for some bushes that would cover my whole body up. 

I found a tall dead bush so I slept behind it. Time passes and I heard something moving in 
the bushes. You can hear the bush shaking. The sound came closer every second. Then I heard 
loud deep voices talking to each other. I began to hear Spanish words and my heart dropped. I sat 
there trying to be quiet and to not move. I peeked through the bush and saw old muddy shoes. I 
thought they were going to see me. Then we all heard loud screams coming from the north side 
of the town. All the men ran towards the screams maybe they thought someone had seen me or 
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something. When they left I felt a large weight of relief leaving room my shoulders. There was 
nothing more to do so I went back to sleep. 

I woke up and when I stretched I felt pain. At first, I thought that it was because I just 
slept on the floor. I checked my arms to see if it wasn’t any animals who had just bite me but I 
saw scratches. Maybe it was an animal scratching me at night. Then when I stood up I felt light. I 
checked my tilma and it felt lighter than usual. I begun to hear soft steps. I looked up and saw 
three men walking towards me with my cocoa beans that i have bought a day before in the 
supermarket. I didn’t know what they were going to do to me so my first instinct was to ran. As I 
was running the worst things had come through my mind. Maybe the guy who saw me when i 
arrived is looking for me. I felt a large weight hit my body as I fell down to the floor. Someone 
grabbed me wrist so hard while the other pushed my face to the cold soul. I tried fighting my 
way out but there was so much being pressed on me. In the comer of my right eye, I saw a rock. 
All i could hear at that moment was his raspy voice going in through one ear and coming out the 
other. I thought it was the right size to try to hit him off of me without killing him. I reached over 
to my right to get it. I gathered all the little strength I had in me and swung my arm aiming to his 
arm. Once I got to lose I tided running but his friends both grabbed me and then slammed me 
onto the ground. At that point, I lost focused and fainted. 

I woke up to a gentle cold patting on my forehead. I tried looking around but eveiything 
was bluny and I felt veiy sore. As I tried to pick myself up a lady gently tried laying me back 
down seeing everything around me spin fast. I probably looked confused because I didn’t know 
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where I was at. Once I was able to focus and see correctly the lady asked me where I lived. I told 
her that I used to live in Teotitlan but I moved to Tenochtitlan and that I didn’t have a home. She 
let me stay with her until I made my own place. I would always help her around the house. She 
taught me how to make tortillas, atole, and different spices. Usually, she would go get water for 
everyone at the house at aqueduct nearby but this time she was busy helping some people. The 
next day I woke up really early to the sound of birds hoping that there would be no one in the 
aqueduct. As I was headed to it I began to notice that I was lost so I reached into my tilma and 
got my map. I walked through a lonely trail with green trees and chipping birds. Once I arrived 
there I see a group of men getting water, I walked closer then I realized that they were Cortez 
men. Once I realized that I turned around and anxiously began to walk the opposite way 
shakingly. I tried walking slow enough so they won’t think I’m hiding something but I was also 
walking fast enough to get out of there as soon as possible. 

Suddenly I felt a cold wet hand holding my left arm tightly. I turned around afraid they 
were going to send me to Cortez. 

“Tu que sabes?” he said to me with a very loud voice. Almost like he was screaming at me. 

“Que tenemos que hacer?” Another one asked me with a calmer voice. I felt very confused 
while I endlessly digged on my own skin with my nail. Maybe they know I time travelled or 
think that I’m a god or something after all they highly beloved in gods. In Nahuatl, I answered 
that I didn’t know and in my voice I sounded confused mostly because I didn’t exactly know 
how to pronounce it. Two of the men began to torture me asking what I knew. They slammed me 
into a really cold wall. They screamed really laid to my face. They said something about a 
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prophecy but I didn’t know anything. I start to breathe heavily and my body feels heavy and 
weak. One of the other guys stops them and tells them that they won’t get any words out of me if 
I was dead. Then they stopped hurting me. I was down on my knees not being able to move. I 
felt the blood dripping down my face the taste of iron numbed my taste buds and my eyes felt 
droopy. Then they hold me from both arms and took me to Cortez. I dragged my legs all the way 
to Moctezuma’s tall empire and ended up getting locked up next to him leaving a bloody trail of 
warm blood. I was next to a man I asked him for his name and he said he was Moctezuma. I 
wondered what he has done to be locked up. Then a guy comes and opens my door. He holds me 
tightly and drags me into a lonely room as I try to balance myself. Then from a distance, I saw 
Cortez sitting down in a big high wooden chair with some design craved trying to tell a story. He 
then started yelling at me. 

He said that I was like a messenger and that I was part of a prophecy. I had no idea what 
was going on. I wondered if I actually was part of a prophecy or if he was getting me confused 
with someone else. Because I haven’t said anything to them they send me back where I was with 
Moctezuma. Time passed and there were loud screams of pain coming down the hall. It was the 
lady that let me stay with her. Tears ran down my face. It hurt me to see someone nice getting 
hurt because of me. Then the same guy as earlier brought me out again. Cortez screamed at me 
telling me that I need to tell him who I am and what I knew. He’s voice echoed loudly and his 
words kept repeating inside my head, I stayed quiet. He started throwing things across the room. 
I began to shake. The guy who brought me out grabbed my neck really hard leaving me with 
marks and had a shiny knife pushed down against my neck. I felt the cold sharp blade mb against 
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my skin and felt the blade going from my left side to the right. My neck started to sting. Then I 
heard the sound of blood splattering on the floor quietly. My skin began to feel sticky. As I saw 
my white dressed being soaking in my blood I began to get dizzy. Slowly Cortez’s loud voice 
begun to fade and get softer. My head began to hurt and my forehead began to warm up. Little 
by little the pain in my head got stronger and the pain in my wound began to leave. As I dropped 
to the cold floor I heard the lady’s voice screaming. The sound got louder and the pain did too. I 
turned around to see her and tried to opened my eyes and when I did the only thing I saw was my 
empty room. 

Time passed by and I started to research what had happened to me and where I was. I 
opens my laptop and dragged my old mice side to side looking through each websites. Then I 
found out that Cortes was a Spanish conquistador that invaded and conquered the Aztec empire. 
He only traveled with a group of men. Cortez was welcomed kindly to the Aztec empire but he 
treated them poorly. He entered the empire and kept Moctezuma hostage. His men got smallpox 
and it spread around the Aztecs really fast because they were not immune to the deasis. Time 
passed and the Aztecs no did not trust Moctezuma anymore. Many Aztecs died and Cortez 
slowly build Mexico city over it. I was surprised how much has happened in that period of time 
and how I didn’t know. 
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The Return to Jamestown 


By Bailey Gonzalez 
The Return to Jamestown 

The story I’m about to tell you is the most miraculous tale of all. This is a tale of mystery 
and horror and... well I don’t know where I was going with this. Anyway, my name is Bailey 
Gonzalez, and I am going to tell you a story that most people would assume you are a crazy and 
a mental person and might call someone to lock you up.I assure you that this is a true story and I 
have proof that it happened. 

It all started a couple months back when I was just sitting and reading a comic on my 
bed, it was midday and I was wearing some shorts and a t shirt when all of a sudden I started 
feeling dizzy and sick. I told myself to get up and call for help but I couldn’t move. I’ve never 
been in a tornado before and thank the heavens I haven’t but the idea was in my head when this 
all occurred. Then everything around me started to fade out of existence, I wanted to vomit due 
to the fast rotation. Then in a split second, everything stopped. I looked up and noticed that I 
wasn’t in my room anymore. 
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Oh hey guys your still here, most people leave after that last part. Well back to it then 
huh. Instead of sitting with a bag of chips and a interesting comic in my hand, I was sitting on a 
dirt path in the woods. I got up looked around to see what I could make this. I was in a forest 
with bright green trees and a rocky dirt path. Moments later, I hear voices and hoofs coming 
towards me. The voices sound like they were coming from off in the distance. I quickly dove 
into the bushes to hide, didn’t know from what but I had some caution. “Have we installed the 
new wall yet Thomas?” said a man in ragged clothes. “Not yet, but we will.’’exclaimed the man 
named Thomas. As they went out of sight, I got up from out of the bush, brushed the dirt and 
twigs from my shirt, and started sneaking my way toward the direction the men went. On the 
way, I started questioning what I heard from them. Their clothes looked old fashioned, like really 
old fashioned, and they talked with a british accent. Before I could finish my train of thought, I 
heard voices coming from a far. I came to an opening in the trees and nearly fainted for what lied 
before me. 

Still with me? Yes, ok good. In front of me was Jamestown, named after the king of 
England. I knew it was Jamestown because back in 8th grade, I saw an artist rendition of the 
town and by surprise, they got it right. Big wooden wall, that was still not finished, around a 
bunch of wooden houses and huts. I was amazed by all of this, I felt like I was in a episode of the 
History Channel. As I looked off into the distance, I heard a long and menacing snarl from 
behind me. I had a second before I was pushed and pinned to the ground. A claw sunk deep into 
my arm. Blood flooded down my arm like river but I didn’t care for that at the moment; I had to 
use my strength to push back the creatures mouth. I recognized the animal as a mountain lion. 
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The lion extended its head forward to try to take a bite. Its breath smelled of death and I was 
going to be the reapers next victim. Then the world around me froze. 

Everything around me stopped moving except me. The mountain lion pinned me in a 
angle where I couldn’t get up; but as I tried to move, the world did to. Then I felt more pressure 
being put down on me. BOOM, a loud crack and I woke in the same position when I was 
attacked, but I was on my bed in my room. 

I thought the experience was just a dream but I felt sharp pains like knives going into my 
arm. I looked and there were the claw marks from the mountain lion. I quickly bandaged myself 
up and put on a jacket to not let my parents see. I knew that this would be the last time I return to 
Jamestown. I assumed this because I’ve seen many movies where the main character goes back 
to the unknown. 

I decided to make a care package incase something went wrong during my “trip”. The 
first order of business was to arm myself, so I decided to snatch my dad’s switchblade he got 
from a friend. I then got my mom’s old compass which still works because we used in a recent 
camping trip. Next I decided to get some flint and steel, an old fishing rod and bait, a handful of 
copper coins, that grandmother had passed down from her mom to mine, for currency, a water 
filter, some pills and meds, and a nice wool jacket, because any other jacket would make me look 
like a warlock. I packed my survival kit in a medium size leather bag and was ready for anything. 
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It wasn’t until the next day when I started feeling dizzy again. It was just like the first 
time, the feeling of being in a tornado and then, within seconds, it stops. I opened my eyes and 
there I was, the same place where the mountain lion attacked me. Luckly, there wasn’t any 
mountain lions around me. I looked out in the same open area of the forest and there was 
Jamestown. 

I had a plan to survive this experience. I would set up a camp not far from Jamestown 
but far enough so I don’t get spotted. I wanted to explore the town before night fell but I had to 
set up camp first. I made a fire pit and then set up camp not close to the water where the tide 
could hit but close where I could use the sand to lay down and use a bed. I also planned to filter 
the water from the sea and fill up the cup. Later, I tried using the fishing rod to fish, I’m not good 
at it but wasn’t half bad. I mean who else can say that they fished in 1607, huh. The catch was 
not bad, caught a couple fish and cooked them over the fire. 

Night fell fairly soon. Now I have taken naps on the beach before, but this was going to 
be different. I nestled up in the sand and started to close my eyes. I fell asleep pretty quickly to 
be honest. I guess the warm fire and soft sand made the idea of being sent back in time not sound 
so bad. As I was dreaming, I heard a faint voice in the background. My conscious said to wake, I 
awoke to the sun rising over the ocean. Then, without warning, a man who seemed mentle from 
the way I heard him talk, and walked came up to me and stood and looked down at me. Then 
without warning, he jumped me. He nailed my hands and said, “I’m going to eat you boy! I’ll rip 
the skin right off your misly body!” lucky for me, I left my knife out next to me before I fell 
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asleep just incase of an attack, and with a quick kick to the stomach, it injured him grab his 
stomach and howl in pain. I took that time to take my knife, and, SLASH, blood poured out like a 
waterfall all over my face. There was a huge cut on the man’s neck where my knife was three 
seconds ago. I threw the body off me, and vomited right next to the lifeless body. 

It took me awhile to comprehend that I just killed a man. I decided to wash off in the 
ocean and then I decided to take the man’s clothes so I could fit in if I go to the town. I took out 
the handful of copper coins and put it in a pocket. I took out my compass and made sure that I 
was going north towards Jamestown. As I walked into the town and yet, all I could think of was 
the fact I slit someone’s throat. I mean, I knew he was going to kill me and all but, my couldn’t 
comprehend with what happened it went so fast. As I got closer, I realized not people were 
outside. I walked through the gates and looked around. It seemed strange to walk around one of 
the original towns in America. “Hey, you there.” I turned to see a man walking up towards me. I 
recognized the man, he was Thomas from the woods. “Who are you?” a pointed Thomas. “M... 
my name is... Henry.” I exclaimed. “Henry?” “That's what I said.” I said, trying not to be 
sarcastic. 

“Why aren’t you at the town meeting?” 

“Town meeting” I thought. 

“Oh yeah, you guys have town meetings every few days.” 

“Yes we do, have you ever attended them?” 

“Huh, oh yes, all the time I’m just usually in the back.” Man, I’m good at making up 
stories on the fly, I thought to myself. “Well you better hurry, the meeting is going to end soon.” 
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I followed Thomas to the meeting house. Inside the house was quite unique. They looked 
exactly like the ones I visited in Virginia, oh wait. As I came in, I heard a bunch a voices set off 
at once. “What if the Indians come back, they’ll all our supplies!” said one man in the front. 
“We’ll have to defend ourselves.” said another in the far comer. “The man is right.” said one guy 
near the middle. “Then it is decided, some will stay out and watch over.” said one standing in 
front of them all. “Decide who will look out at night.” 

With that, everyone left the house. I walked outside and wondered around. Before 
getting ready to watch over the town, I was able to noticed that there was no women. Then I 
remembered that there were no women in Jamestown till a couple years later. I also saw a bunch 
of men store what I think was tobacco in small bags and stored it. Fun fact, people who went to 
Jamestown were only given tobacco as materials to trade with the native americans. A couple 
days went by and no attacks. But during those days, I went with a group of men and hiked 
through the woods, went back to my camp and fished without anyone seeing me, and went to the 
river and drank through the filter cup. 

As night fell on the third day, people walked out and started the usual watch, Thomas 
gave me a place to sleep a while back. I thanked him again for that, and lay down in a deer 
skinned bed. As I fell asleep in the deer skinned bed, I dreamed of home and how my parents 
would so worried that I was gone. But yet again, I was awoke yet again by the sound of 
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screaming. I got up to the sounds of screaming. As I walked out from the hutt and the scene that 
was in front of me scarred me for life. The Native Americans were taking the town. 

As I watched, I remembered this part of history. When the colonists came to the new 
world. They were sent to trade with the Native Americans with tobacco. Later, there was a 
disagreement with the colonists and the Natives and they would soon go to invade Jamestown. 
Note that lots of men were slaughtered during this event. And I was going to be in the middle of 
it. In front of me, I saw men being bombarded with arrows, hatchets being thrown into men’s 
chest, and a lot more bloody murder. I ran out and tried doge out of the way of all the fatality. 
Then I paused, in front of me was an Native American with a hatchet at the ready. I knew I was 
in for a fight, and this was not going to be like any fight I saw on tv. 

I quickly pulled out my knife and was at the ready. Then the Native American charged at 
me. He swung is hatchet aiming for my head. I quickly ducked and stabbed him in his rib leaving 
a long cut on his side. He screamed in pain and got down to his knees,I pulled the knife out of 
the Native’s rib and he fell. I took the opportunity to ran. I ran, faster than I had before, not 
looking back to see the brutality. Then, in the comer of my eye, I saw Native on top of Thomas. 
Without thinking I ran over towards him and stabbed the Native in the back. He fell back and 
Thomas looked up at me, “ Thank you Henry.” “ Any time.” And without another word, I ran 
off. 
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As I was running, then something hit in the back. Pain swarmed my back, I turned to see 
what hit me and saw a arrow in my back followed by a river of blood. I reached back and pulled 
out the aiTow. I screamed, louder than I ever had in my life. Then, without warning, a Native 
pushed me over and swung his hatchet into my arm multiple times. After the fourth swing, my 
arm was clean off. I couldn’t say anything. All the pain was running through every part of my 
body. I looked up almost passing out and saw the Native put his hatchet in the air. I closed my 
eyes, I expected a second of pain then death. But, when looked around everything was frozen 
and my last thought before sent back was, I’m going home. 

I don’t remember much on what happened next. The next thing I remember is waking up 
in the hospital and my parents around me bawling their eyes out. After a couple weeks in the 
hospital and a bombardment of questions asking how this brutality happened, I was finally able 
to leave the damn place. Never liked hospitals. And this is where the story ends, again, it sounds 
made up but this all happened I mean hell, look at my arm, or what was my arm. Anyway, thanks 
for listening and uh. Hmm that’s odd, anyone else feeling dizzy, just me, a shit not aga... 
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The Time I Fell off a Cliff 

By Santiago Simonovis Brown 


Prologue 

“j Pense que te dije que laves los platosY ’ my mother yelled from the other side of the 
house. I internally rolled my eyes, as all kids our age do when told to do something other than 
nothing, “j En un momento MamaV ’ I responded, I had to finish up this video game match, it felt 

like my life depended on it (at least my digital one did). It lasted about 3 more minutes, and then 
I finally won. As I got up to go wash the dishes, I saw my mother standing in the dooiway, U ^Y 
entoncesT ’ My heart skipped a beat, I did not want to get in trouble today, I still had so much fun 
stuff to do. “Bueno, este... estaba apagando todo” I said, not as smoothly as I would’ve liked, 
but my brain moved so much faster than my mouth that it was a common occurrence. “ Bueno 
pero apurate ,” she said in a slightly exasperated tone. I rushed up the stairs from my dad’s room, 
towards the kitchen. Right as I was about to wash the dishes however, I felt a sharp pain in my 
head, making me slip and fall onto the hard tile floor of my kitchen. Right as I hit the floor, I felt 
something enter my arm at an upward angle. I looked down to see a kitchen knife 3 ‘A inches in 
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my arm. Blood was splattered across the tile like an abstract art mosaic, in a sickeningly 
satisfying way. I remember my mom’s shoes coming up the stairs as my vision went black, and I 
was out cold. 

1 Week Later... 

I got a week off from school, so that my knife injury could heal, but when it did, it was 
right back to school. I was content to see my friends and girlfriend again, and we all had a great 
time together at school, that is until I got violently ill, and the only cause they could find was an 
infection in the knife wound before they were able to treat it. My mom said I’d be fine, and the 
homework piled on for the week I had missed. I kamikaze bombed the math test, and was 
reworking it at 2:30 a.m. Ugh, this is so frustrating I thought. My brain at 2:30 is not capable of 
multiplication, let alone high school math. I decide to finish tomorrow and take advantage of the 
three and a half hours of sleep I could still get before waking up the next morning. So I put it 
away and proceeded to lay down. Right before I went to sleep, I felt a little dizzy, and more than 
a bit nauseous. There was a cool breeze from next to me, and my closing thought was that’s 
weird, there’s no window here. 

I woke up the next morning feeling well-rested, with the Sun shining in my face. I 
stretched, and to my surprise, felt no walls. I opened my eyes, and looking around found myself 
in the middle of a bright grassy field, lightly coated in snow. Bird songs was quite abundant, but 
despite it all, this wasn’t the strangest part. I saw herds of bison, some sort of furry 
capybara-esque rodents. Weirdest of all, however, somewhat far from where I was standing, I 
saw a herd of what looked like, well, woolly mammoths. I only had three words to say “what in 
the fuck?” 
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Chapter 1 


My confusion was unending, and I had many questions. “How did I even get here? Why 
am I here? And when am I? ” There was no way this was modem day, considering the fauna 
around me. I almost sat down to contemplate it, but there was snow on the ground, and a cold 
breeze. I did not want be wet, miserable, and possibly in a state of hypothermia. I strolled 
around, careful not to get to close to the bigger animals. 

I did not want to get trampled either, because that would not be the best way to go out, 
nobody would ever find me. As I was nonchalantly strolling through this “alien” landscape, I 
heard something I never knew I would hear again, a human noise, or, and it sounded like a 
scream. It seemed like at this point I had nothing to do, if I had been teleported here it could be 
someone else I knew. 

So I sprinted towards it, like any suicidal person would. “ For the record, I was not 
suicidal, but it was a human sound, and a tie to humanity. ” I arrived to a very horrid scene: the 
bodies of a man and woman, coated in blood, dressed very primitively on the floor, a baby 
wrapped in fur also on the ground, crying, and the biggest cheetah I’d ever seen stalking towards 
it. Call me a psychopath, but I would’ve ran away, except for one thing. I had a little brother, and 
that baby gave a similar vibe to him, so I felt a call to action. “ Oh boy, I’m so dead ” I thought. 
Now don’t get me wrong, most cheetahs are small, even compared to a grown human. But this 
thing was at least twice the size of a modern cheetah, and had a sleek, muscular build. I worked 
out a lot, but it was a lot more agile than me, and with my still recovering left arm, I wouldn’t be 
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able to effectively fight it off. So I did what any smart, sensible person would do. I picked up a 
sharp looking rock, and threw it straight at the cheetah as hard as I could. It turned its head 
towards me just in time to see me sprint away. If I could just reach the bison herd in time, maybe 
I could be saved. 

I looked over my shoulder, and hope went down to, it was already almost to me, there 
was no way I could outrun it. I was starting to realize how stupid that plan had been, when I felt 
a massive force slammed me from behind and sharp claws digging into my back. I managed to 
wriggle around and see it lunging down towards my throat. That should’ve been it, but somehow 
my adrenaline pumped hands managed to grab its neck and keep it at bay before it could clamp 
down. I managed to put all my grappling practice to use, wrapping my legs around its waist, 
overbalancing it, then getting on top of it. Then, with one well aimed punch, I knocked it out. My 
exhaustion was just now setting in, and as I was walking towards where the baby had been, I felt 
the ground shaking. I turned around to see a herd of bison bearing down on me. I tried to run but 
collapsed. I knew I was done for this time, no way I could escape. As I lay there, waiting for 
impending doom, I started to feel dizzy and nauseous again. My vision faded to nothing, and 
right before the herd hit, I said my goodbyes. 

I woke up, surprisingly, back in my bed, with a note stuck to my blanket. It was from my 

mom, 
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Hola Santi. Cuando te levantes, toma medicina para que te empieces a mejorar. Despues, 
come desayuno. Voy a llegar tarde del trabajo hoy, entonces te veo como a las cinco. Que tengas 
buen dia, te quiero mucho, 

Mama. 

I was too in shock from what had happened to register any of what the note said 
however,I ruled out the possibility of it being a dream because I felt sore, having the 
scratch-marks to prove it. My brain was racing to think of what I could do to prepare, and I 
instantly thought: survival kit. Easy I thought, I’ll just go to the gun store and... but that’s when 
it hit me. First of all, I loved animals, so that wasn’t my favorite option. But even worse, if I was 
correct and this was back in time, then that could change the future drastically. I could even stop 
existing altogether! Not a pleasant alternative. So that means I have a “theme” my survival kit to 
match the times, which would prove interesting. I needed something to hunt with, and lucky for 
me, I had an ancient tomahawk that was made of sticks and stones and hunting spear. If I used 
the tomahawk as a club, and took off the feathers, then it would match the current technology 
level quite well. As for clothing, that would prove interesting, but I had the money, and there was 
a clothing store close by. It had some fancy fur jackets, I could cut the fur off to look more 
prehistoric. I also needed a primitive container for water, which should be simple enough. 

I may need more fur jackets than I thought however, so I brought two hundred dollars to 
the clothing store. I also got a hamburger for lunch, even though it was ten in the morning. It was 
time to get working. I started cutting out the “fur” on the jackets and glued it to a water flask. 
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While I was creating my new fashion design, I kept thinking about the events that had transpired, 
specifically with the baby. I had felt a strange call to him, even though I’d never seen him before, 
and so my brain started thinking. “ What was the feeling like, it was like we had met before. But 
that’s impossible, considering the circumstances. I’ve felt that before though, it’s on the tip of my 
tongue, it’s so familiar, that’s when it hit me, If where I was is the past, and he felt familiar, I’m 
almost certain that he’s some sort of long-lost relative. ” After about 20 hours (or 1 hour that felt 
like 20) I finally had my kit prepared. “Bring it Universe!” I said aloud, “I’m ready now!” As if 
on cue the all-to familiar dizziness and nausea returned, and my vision faded to nothing. 

I woke up on a hill, covered in snow, a bit more vigorously now, and overlooking a camp 
with tents made up of what I presumed to be animal skin. I could see people milling about below, 
with spears, and makeshift baskets. I looked down at my own equipment, which consisted of a 
spear, a tomahawk turned club old-fashioned, a stone tablet, some stone bowls, two water flasks 
(one with water one with rubbing alcohol), some ancient-looking bandages, paints that were 
similar to the ones used in cave paintings. 

As I prepared to go down to the camp however, something, or rather someone, caught my 
eye. A tall male, perhaps slightly over six feet, and probable around 20 years old. I felt that same 
pull as I felt to the baby, and that’s when I realized: it must be him grown up. I had to come up 
with a plan to blend in quick, so that I wasn’t noticed as different. I stooped down a bit and 
strolled casually into camp. As I walked down, I saw another figure walking through the camp. 
He was tall and imposing, and built pretty heavily, and I assumed he must be the chief. 
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I watched as he sauntered up pointed to a random male, my relative, and me, made a 
series of grunts, and pointed to a direction away from the village. At this point, my bests hot was 
to mimic what the others did. I assume he wanted to go hunting or something along those lines, 
and my suspicions were confirmed when the other two immediately started jogging to the 
direction he had pointed. I followed along, but found it hard to keep up with them through the 
rough, rocky terrain. I almost tripped a few times, but managed to keep on my feet. Finally, we 
arrived at a wide open plain, populated by a herd of woolly rhinos. 

My relative smiles, and signals me over to some tall grass behind and a bit to the left of 
the herd. We spread out, preparing to scare them, and herd one of them into a comer. I quickly 
take a drink of water, my throat diy because of how nervous I am. My relative looks at me, then 
to the other side, simultaneously pointing his hand forward, hoisting his spear, and yells. This 
instantly sets off the rhinos, and they stampede off in the opposite direction of us. The other 
member of our hunting party managed to cut off a younger, smaller rhino from the rest of the 
herd. It turns around and runs straight for us. My relative charges it, and that’s when it all goes to 
hell. 


He trips on a not very conveniently placed rock, right into the path of the charging rhino. 
This is all me now, as the other guy is behind the rhino and not fast enough to overpass it. I ran 
the 10 yards needed to reach my relative, and manage to tackle him out of the way as he begins 
to get back up. He looks at me with a fearful, and confused expression. Thankfully, the other 
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member of the hunting party manages a perfectly aimed throw at the rhino’s joints, knocking it 
down to the ground. My relative walks in, and finishes the job with a spear to the brain. They 
start doing a celebratory, dance, I guess you could call it? I felt a pang of guilt, looking at the 
dead beast, but decided to play along. 

As we began to skin the rhino, my relative hit me on the shoulder. It was a jovial, light 
hit. He grabbed the stone tablet from my waist, took some paint, and began to draw. When he 
was done, it depicted a crude recreation of me tackling him out of the rhinos way. When I looked 
up at him, he smiled, and lightly hit me on the shoulder again (which hurt because of the whole 
knife incident). I smiled, and almost gave a thumbs up, but restrained myself, and lightly hit him 
on the shoulder too. But before we could continue our “conversation” I heard a scream, and I 
quickly realized that it came from the direction we came from. 

The camp! The other two seem to have realized it too, as in no time we were sprinting 
over there like there was no tomorrow. When we finally arrived, we saw rhino footprints, and 
trampled tents ah over the place. Even worse, were the dead bodies everywhere, deformed and 
crushed by the weight they were put under. The only survivors were the chieftain and a handful 
of men, women, and children. They were already hard at work setting up the camp again. We 
came down to try to help, but when we did, the chieftain called us over, picked up a stone tablet 
and began painting. He drew a surprisingly accurate picture of three people, doing what looked 
like creating a new camp. 
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When I looked closer, I could see that they were not in fact rebuilding, but packing up. 
He made a back and forth motion, away from the camp and back towards it, and made a series of 
grunts. That, combined with the picture and the scenery around us, meant for us to scout out a 
new location for the camp. I was quite surprised at how organized we were back then. In a split 
second we were off, running towards the West (I only knew this because we were running 
towards the sunset). After a long ran, we reached what I would think is the perfect spot. A 
clearing, on top of a plateau, with tall grass on one side, and a forest with a lake on the other. I 
could tell the other two thought so as well, because they had already begun turning back around 
to tell the chief, and I followed them. As we went through the tall grass however, I felt a creeping 
feeling, like I was being watched. I thought it’s probably nothing, then heard the grass rustling, 
and turned just in time to see about 1000 pounds of fur, muscle, and two teeth the size of bananas 
hurtling through the air towards me. 

Chapter 2 

My life flashed before my eyes (although there were some bits I would’ve rather not seen 
again, some very sad moments indeed). I had no time to react, this time I was dead and I knew it, 
the two massive K9 teeth of the saber toothed cat would slice through my neck, killing me. Even 
if I got back home, my injuries would be fatal. Then something very surprising happened. My 
relative suddenly stood between me and the cat. I looked on even more horrified as the cat 
landed on him, and if s jaws clamped down on his shoulder. 

Blood sprayed out like a fire hose, and I knew it had punctured an artery, or several. I 
looked, but our other friend in the hunting party was gone. This was it, even if it hadn’t killed 
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me, it was killing my ancestor, which would make me stop existing. I had nothing to lose, so I 
picked up my tomahawk, and threw it as hard as I could at its face. It connected, stunning it long 
enough for me to charge spearfirst into it’s ribs. It roared in pain and anger, and it’s far superior 
strength flung me about 7 feet to the edge of the plateau. The impact with the cold, unforgiving 
stone floor sent a jolt up my shoulder, and an instant feeling of numbness pervaded throughout 
my right arm. 

The loose stones on the ground were like gravel, nibbing against my shoulder, bruising 
and tearing the tender skin on my back. My head flew back and banged against the rough stone 
floor, and I tasted iron in my mouth, my lips red . It was a 100 foot drop to the bottom, and I 
would surely die if I fell, but I would probably die anyway, so my plan was worth a shot. 

The cat was already bearing down on me, and as it leaped up to strike the finishing blow, 
I grabbed the spear lodged in it’s ribs, and kicked my legs up simultaneously, and pushed 
backwards. Thanks to my adrenaline fueled strength and it’s momentum, I was able to throw it 
backward off the cliff, but not before it’s claws caught on my thigh muscle and tore upwards, 
raking up through my calf muscle and ending right above my ankle. Let’s just say cats don’t 
always land on their feet. I could see the blood spraying out and coating my clothing. I heard a 
sound like fabric tearing, and had felt its claws snag on something, probably muscle tissue. My 
leg felt like it was floating in the air, like a helium balloon that had been let go by the child 
holding it. As soon as my leg slammed back down into the ground, I heard a series of 
disconcerting pops, followed by an unwelcome warmth, signs of hyperextension. As soon as I 
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could I rushed (or more like slowly crawled) over to my family member. I felt his pulse. There 
was nothing there. I had fought off a saber toothed cat (with luck and a conveniently placed 
cliff), and somehow still failed. 
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Epilogue 


Our third member had returned with the whole tribe, and the camp had been set up. I was 
too miserable to notice however, wondering what fading out of existence would feel like. I 
wondered if it would feel like anything at all. But then out of the comer of my eye, I saw 
something. A woman, crying over the body of my deceased relative, which I assumed was his 
girlfriend. I felt sympathy, but was also too worried about my existence to go over and draw 
anything. She was holding something in her arms, a bundle of furs the color of sand dunes. 
Suddenly, it moved. I was curious now, so I walked over to get a better look, and my hopes 
surged. In the bundle of furs, was a small baby, waving its arms. My hopes surged. He had had a 
child before death, I wasn’t doomed! “Yes!” I said to myself, but quietly, as I jumped around and 
pumped my arms. Then, because of my weakened, pretty much dysfunctional body, proceeded to 
slip and fall off the cliff like a dumbass. I’m dead now I thought. But with the fear of death, came 
dizziness and nausea, and with dizziness and nausea, came home. Just like that, I was sitting 
back on my bed, a bunch of cut up jackets, and a half-eaten burger, not a second after I had 
disappeared. “Now that was close” I said to myself. 
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The Mask I Hide Behind 


By: Hailee Marie Buen-Abad 

Chapter 1 

“My head, Sama’ tanzaf .” I exclaimed. “Wait a minute,” I think to myself, “where am 
I!” I was not in my room, I was in an alleyway it seemed. To my side there were houses all 
seeming to be made of brick, suddenly the smell and noise hit me. “Damn that smells bad.” I 
stated, the smell of rotting, manure, and feces are so strong “I think I may throw up.” I say to 
myself. I move my dark brown hair out of the way, “Gods it’s noisy.” I say. Not so far away I 
could hear a people and crying? I push myself of a wall I didn't know I was leaning on, “I 
probably should find out where I am.” I think to myself; I slowly start to stand up and brush of 
the crimson dirt of my black genie pants. 

I finished fixing my black tank top, “Ok, let's go.” I start to walk down the alleyway until 
I see a woman, I walk towards her. She sees me walk to her and she asks me something in I 
realize is Arab “Hal ladayk 'ayu taeam ?” she was asking if I had any food. I responded saying 
“Za.” her face seemed to fall, why had she asked me if I had any food? u, Ayn 'anal” I asked her, 
where am I. She looks at me if I had grown a second head “Ealaa jabal lubnan she responded. 
Mount Lebanon, I remember having leam a bit about this place is high school, ‘“fa earn hdhaT 
I ask her, I need to know what year it is so I don’t end up saying something stupid. “1918” she 
responds, “Shukraan Jazdaan ” I reply thanking her “Marhabaan Bik ” she says and with that I 
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continue to walk. What would people think if they saw a 26 year old female walking around 
without a hijab? 

“Gods my feet are in pain.” I saw to myself; I was starting to regret having on these 
stupid black flats. I continue to walk for a while before running into someone “ Mushahadat 'ayn 
'ant dhahibV ’ They exclaim telling me to watch where I'm going, I look up and see a man 
“Hsnana , asif, lays khatay 'anak Im tataharak .” I say it was not my fault he saw me walking he 
could have just moved a bit. He seemed taken aback by my statement 

“'Ant last min huna 'ant.'’’’ He says “Well no duh i’m not from here!” I think to myself 
“La, ’ana min alqurnat bisifati snda.” I say being happy I remember learning a bit about the 
mountain near mount Lebanon “ 'linaa asif Ikn ma aismakT ’ He asks me, why did he want to 
know my name. “ Aismi arisdelsy." I respond. “Ma aismakT I ask it only seems fair that I know 
his name as well. “Aismi hu Bassam Almasi .” He replies. “ Limadha la tati ’iilaa munzili, ybdw 
kama law ’anah la yujad ladayk ahd lilbaqa ’ maeah .” He tells me, “Stay at his house? I just met 
this man and he - well I really don’t have anywhere to stay.” I think to myself. “ Jayidjiddaan , 
shukraan jazilaan lak .” I respond. “ Tneal, wabihadhih altariqat ’iilaa manzili .” he says as he 
starts in a different direction. 

“ Naim huna.’’'’ he states as we stop in front of a house. It looked like all the other houses 
we had passed all made with brick and some other materials I did not know. “I probably should 
not trust a man I just met, but I need somewhere to sleep.” I think to myself “'Aya saea.T I ask 
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him, I needed to know the time difference to that I am not so tired in the morning “ Alssaeat 5 
sabahaanT he states “Ok so it’s 5 am, that would be a 10 hour difference.” I think to myself 
“Shukraan lakum .” I say thanking him. “Taeal, daeni 'urik 'ayn satunam .” 

He says leading me to a room “God thank you, I need to sleep” I think to myself 
“Shukraan jazilaan .” I say thanking him. He nods his head and walks out of the room closing the 
wooden door that seemed to be made of Cedrus libani behind him. I was standing in the room 
with my back to the door for a bit, there is not much in it. A cot and a desk, the cot had a blanket, 
a pillow both made of a cotton mix both a light grey color, I walk toward the bed and I lay on the 
bed cover myself with the blanket and instantly fall asleep. 

“Gods, I’m tired.” I say to myself. I stich and nib my eyes “Wait, I’m back at my house!” I 
exclaim. I jump off my memory foam bed and ran to the shower. “Di immortali, I need a 
shower.” I state. After a good 15 minutes, I put on some clothes similar to what I was wearing 
before, a pair of dark grey genie pants and a long sleeve dark grey top, so if I blend in with that 
time period. I start to walk to my living room then I realize that I should probably start to get 
stuff in a old duffle bag that I had from my college years, incase I travel back in time again. 

I start to run around grabbing a bag and food that I know would last a long time. I ran to 
the kitchen and start to grab three cans of beans, 7 bags of beef jerky, three bags that has 
chopped pieces of baguette and a bag that has 100 or so Misperos knowing that they will last 
longer. Next, I grab a danger, boot knife, and switchblade I have at the back of my drawer and 
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Tylenol from the front of my drawer. Finally I grabbed clothes and some shoes. I go over 
everything I have making a mental checklist. 

“Ok, so let's see: Food? Check. Weapons? Check. Tylenol? Check. Clothes? Check. Shoes? 
Check.” “Ok that's everything.” I say to myself. 

I grab my bag and decide I would take a short nap as I walk back to my room. As I walk 
to my room, I start to get dizzy, eveiything seems to start to spin, I drop to my knees, my bag in 
hand. 


“Min 'antT ’ I hear someone say in a faint, dull voice followed by a grunt of pain. I look 
up to see a little girl on a bed. I shortly realize that I was back on mount Lebanon. “ A is mi 
arisdelsy .” I say telling her my name. I took a moment to actually take a look at the girl, she was 
about maybe 14 or 15, very skinny, her facial features are what made me realize that this may be 
Blassam’s daughter, she had long ravin hair in a . I reach into my bag and pull a piece of 
baguette out and give it to her. Her face shifted from slight pain to joy, she slowly began to eat 
baguette. After a few moments I ask her u Ma hu aism walidkT ’ I need to know who her father is. 
“Aismuh bis am T she tells me. “ BisamT I ask her making sure I had heard her correctly. She 
nods her head “ Limadha tus 'all" she asks me if I know her father, “I need to know so that I don’t 
end up getting killed.” I think to myself. “'Ana 'aerif walidak.” I tell her, I was telling the truth I 
did know her father. 
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After having talked to the girl I figured out that she was the second child, her sister had 
died from malnutrition. “ Hal li altahaduth mae walidik ?” I ask her, I need to speak with her 
father. u Nem , sawf yakhudhuk 'iilaa dirasatih .” she talks me, “Good she is taking me to his - 
wait a freaking second did she say study?” I think to myself. I let myself be taken to her father's 
study. As she knocks on the door a woman opens the door “ Min 'ant bihaqi aljahimV ’ she 
exclaims. 

Great how does she expect me to explain who I am if I am still trying to figure out why 
the hell I was being, “i/a/ li 'an 'atakalam mae alsyd bsamT ’ I ask. “//a/ li aismak 'iidha kunt la 
tamanieT ’ I ask her, I need to know what her name is. Iidha kunt tus'al ma hu aismiya yasimi.” 
she tells me. “Jasmine like the disney princess.” I say to myself. Bassam walk forward and tells 
me “ Sa'asmah lak bialnuwm waleaysh fi manzili, 'iidha nazafat watutabikh.” “So, he wants me 
to play maid.” I thought to myself “ Jayid jdana , shkrana lak ealaa alsamah li bialbaqa' fi 
munzilik .” I say after a moment thanking him for letting me stay in his house, again although I 
thought it wise not to say that. Bassam nodded his head and had a quick conversation with 
Jasmine before turning back to me. “//a/ ladayk shay' maeakT he asks me “Why does he want to 
know if I have stuff.” I ask myself. I nod my head; he extends his hand and makes a gesture of 
give it to me. “ Haqibatuha fi walid gharfati, hal targhab fi alhusul ealayhaT ’ asks the girl. 

It occurred to me that I had not asked her her name, her father nods and she walks out of the 
study to her room to grab my bag. After what seemed like hours the girl returned my bag in 
hand, she walks over to her father her head down bag in hand and hands it to him and then walks 
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back to the door and waits. “ Sawf taquduk yasimin 'iilaa gharfatik .” Bassam tells me, “Ok so at 
least I have my own room.” I say to myself before nodding to him. I had not realized how late it 
was until after we left the study. She leads me to a small room and then walks away, in the room 
was a small cot, a pillow, and a thin blanket. I lay in the small cot and after what felt like a few 
moments I fell asleep into a dreamless sleep. 

Chapter 2 

I had officially spent about four weeks with Bassam, Jasmine, and their child. That first 
week was torture, I was being treated like a house elf. At the beginning of the week 1 I had been 
starved for making a comment on the food. Towards the end of the week I had been beaten over 
the smallest of things and it was mainly Jasmine complaining about this thing, if she thought that 
the floors were not clean, she would tell Bassam and then I would be beaten and not given any 
food. 


I would take care of the girl Akilah, who’s name I had not learned till I heard Jasmine tell 
her to tell me clean the bedrooms. I had only cleaned their room once and I was taking by 
Bassam that he did not want me clean his room. I had told Jasmine and she was veiy mad, she 
had slapped me across the face and had said to me “ Quit lak 'an tafeal shayyana , wasawf tafeal 
ma qil lika .” she ordered like a slave. By Sunday I was cleaning the house with so many bruises 
and cuts. 
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The second week was worse, I had been sent to the been sent to go buy something at the 
market and return by 6 o’clock when u Ma hu ladaykfi alsalal ” a strange man asked me. “Who is 
this dude and why does he want to know what’s in my basket?!” I think to myself. “ Hadha lays 
min shanik .” I state, it really is none of his business what is in the basket. He walks up to me and 
slaps me so hard and so suddenly I had not fully processed it before I was grabbed by the arm 
and pulled into an alleyway, I then realized that this is the alleyway I first appeared in the first 
time I had traveled in time. 

He pushed me against a wall with one hand and started to lift my black Abaya with the 
other making me drop my basket, I started to panic to I tried to push myself off the wall with my 
hands but he was too strong. I use my mules to step on his foot he screeches and jumps holding 
his foot, I grab my basket and start to ran to Bassam’s house. Once I was at the door, I told my 
mules left then on the carpet near the door. I was on my way to the study when I saw the clock, it 
was 7:30. 

Jasmine has told me to be back by 6 and I had left as 5:30,1 continue to walk to Bassam’s 
study when the study door opened and there stood Bassam himself. He gestured me to come in 
so with basket in hand I walk into his study, on his desk was a whip. I realize what was going to 
happen, he was going to whip me, I was scared I did not want to get whipped. After a good two 
minute of silent he walks to his desk and picks up the whip and turns to look at me, I understood 
putting the basket on the floor and kneeling on the foot sitting on my feet lowering my head. 
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Then I felt it, the whip made out of horseskin, the sound of cutting through air, the burn 
as if I had cut myself and then putting rubbing alcohol on it. After 20 or so more whippings he 
stops helps me to my feet, he leads me to the door as if to see that I would make it back to my 
“room”. I bit my tongue trying not to cry in pain, I keep my head down as I walk back to my 
“room”. 

The third week I has told to stay inside and clean all the rooms, wash all the clothes, and 
clean Bassam’s study. I had been in the living room when I had heard the sound of glass 
breaking in the kitchen so I ran to see what had happened, Akilah stood looking shocked with 
pieces of glass near her. “ Madha hadathT ’ I had asked her she looked at and I had seen so clearly 
a look of fear on her face. Over time the girl and I grew close, “ Adhhab, 'adhhab 'iilaa gharfatik .” 
I had told her to go to her room, I did not want for her to get in trouble. She started to walk away 
when Bassam and Jasmine had entered the kitchen, Bassam took a glance at where I was and 
then at Akilah. 

“Madha faealt altiflT Bassam had asked her, child, he called her a child, she was only 6 
but the way he said it had made her seem to unimportant. He has an advance to her raising his 
hand to hit her when I had said “La, la tulumuha ealaa shay'faealtuhV 

I had pleaded him I did not want her to get hurt, the only way of her not to was if I took 
the blame, and I did. He had left with Jasmine in foot, they had talked about how to punish me. 
The rest of the week I had been treated worse than a house elf, I had been punished for the 
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smallest of things. By Saturday night I decided that I would leave, on Sunday Bassama had 
informed me that he and Jasmine were going somewhere. I only nodded my head, later that day 
as Bassman had said he and Jasmine had left. 

I had ran to Bassam’s study looking for my bag, once I had found it, I ran to her and told 
her that if she wanted to live, she would have to many. She had agreed so that same day we left; 
I had heard from one of the neighbors that there was a man named Abdul Antar looking for a 
wife for his son. We had walked for a while before we had found the house, the man had let us in 
and by the “we” were supposed to leave I walked out alone feeling sad that I had left her but also 
releved that I got her away from that hell hole. The man had agreed to marry Akilah with his son, 
and so I left after having said my goodbye. 

Chapter 3 

I feel like I have been walking for hours, I stop for a bit to pulling out of my bag a sun 
clock to check the time. It was close to 7 pm, I have to continue walking I know, so I do. It is 
roughly 10 pm I estimate, I stumbled upon a house that has a light on, I walk up to the door and 
knock on the door and a young man probably in his early 20’s opens it. “Una asifbshdt li'iizeajik 
fi hadha alwaqt, Ikn 'iidha kan fi maqdurik 'an tatafadal bialsamah li bialnuwm fi manzilik .” I 
tell the young man hoping that the young man would let me sleep in his house, he thought about 
it for a minute or two before nodding his head and letting me in. He leads me to the living room 
where there is a child crying, I walk up to the child and ask the man without turning to face him 
“Rbma 'anal” I turn my head to look at the man asking, may I. 
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He nodded his head, I pick up the child and start to sing in a small voice. 


I'm trying to hold my breath 
Let it stay this way 
Can't let this moment end 
Yon set off a dream in me 
Getting louder now 
Can you hear it echoing? 

Take my hand 

Will you share this with me? 

'Cause darling without you 

All the shine of a thousand spotlights 

All the stars we steal from the nightsky 

Will never be enough 

Never be enough 

Towers of gold are still too little 

These hands could hold the world but it'll 

Never be enough 

Never be enough 

For me 

Never, never 

Never, never 

Never, for me 
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For me 


Never enough 
Never enough 
Never enough 
For me 
For me 
For me 

All the shine of a thousand spotlights 

All the stars we steal from the nightsky 

Will never be enough 

Never be enough 

Towers of gold are still too little 

These hands could hold the world but it'll 

Never be enough 

Never be enough 

For me 

Never, never 

Never, never 

Never, for me 

For me 

Never enough 

Never, never 

Never enough 

Never, never 
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Never enough 
For me 
For me 
For me 
For me 

Slowly the child stopped crying and eventually fell asleep in my arms. I turn to the man 
and he leads me to a small room that has three cots and a chest. I walk up to the second and place 
the child down, the man walks to the chest and pulls out a shirt and hands it to me. I thank him 
but politely decline shaking my head with a small thankful smile on my face. He nods his head 
and puts the shirt back in the chest. I look at the cot and the man makes a small noise as if 
clearing his throat, I look up at him and he nods, I lower my head with a smile on my face before 
I walk to the cot and lay down on it and instantly fall into a dreamless sleep ignoring the pain I 
feel on my back. 

The next morning, I woke up before the man or the child so I start to clean the house. 
After about 30 minutes the man wakes up and in a husky voice says ‘‘‘‘Sabah .” I only nod my 
head. After a bit I ask “Ma hu aismak al'akhir , 'iidha kunt la tumanie fi alsuwaP.” I need to 
know his last name. He turns to me saying “ Maharib ” I nod my head as a sign of thanks with a 
small smile of my face. I go back to the room and grab my bag and bring it back I take out all of 
the food and told him “ Hafiz ealaa altaeam faqad han alwaqt lihadhih almujaeat 'an tantahi.” 
“The time has come for this famine to end.” I started to feel dizzy and nauseous so I grab my bag 
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and say to the man “Shukraan lak wajaeal Allah yakun maeak .” before I fall to the ground and 


fade away. 


I woke up and found that I was in my room again, I sigh in relief getting up from the 
floor and go to the bathroom. After a 3 0-minute shower I go put on some clothes and grab my 
keys for my fiat. I drive to a pharmacy and walk to the medic area, “Name.” the office worker 
asks “Arisdelsy Maharib-Antar” I respond. 
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My Wounded Knee 

By: Drew Redwine 

I wake up to the sound of honking horns of cars and cursing of my supervisor. I groan, 
“Uhh... I feel like shit.” This is the worst I have ever felt in my miserable life. I look to my left 
to the clock on my wall, which read “8:30.” “Aww dammit” I say in my head. “I was supposed 
to be up an hour ago.” I get of my creaky bed sluggishly, slide on my rancid day clothing and try 
to get to my chores. I use the wall as support, but barely get anywhere, barely even to the hall. I 
fall to my knees and curl up into a ball, trying to make my body give me the strength to go on 
with my day. “I hate my life,” I mumble. I lay there for what felt like an hour, but was more like 
five minutes, and the for the first time since I got to this hellhole of an orphanage, I cry. 

As the first few tears stream down my bloated face, I hear footsteps that sounds like 
miniature earthquakes. I get up as quick as possible, close to not even being able to manage body 
control, like a ragdoll. I wipe my tears and look up to see my supervisor, staring at me with 
killing eyes. I swallow hard and see my peers lurking in the hallway, staring. My supervisor's 
name is Ms. Deirdre. She is about seventy-nine years old, but she is built like Dwayne Johnson 
and is as tough as a viking. She has a weird accent and she has a booming voice that shakes the 
entire building and puts fear into the souls of innocent children. 

“SO...YOU THINK YOU CAN WAKE WHENEVA YA FEEL LIKE ET!” It’s like she 
was trying to communicate with a near deaf person. “No ma’am,” I say with some dignity. 
“THEN WHAT’S WITH THE LAZINESS Y’ALL PRESENANG HERE!” Her voice rattled my 
body as she speaks of complete nonsense, and I start to lower my gaze all the way down to the 
floor in bogus shame. “My apologies ma’am,” I say, still, with my head lowered. I felt like I was 
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going to hurl more than once, like all of my insides were turning to liquid, then, she hit me. I was 
taken off balance and almost fell to the floor. I could hear the muffled shock of my peers. I was 
hit on a multitude of occasions, but I have never been the one to fall. I usually stood my ground 
with pride and confidence, I guess I was looked up to in a sort of way. 

Ms. Deirdre had a grin on her face. It showed feelings of pleasure, the pleasure of me 
nearly falling, but also the surprise of it. “THERE’S SOMETHAN WRONG WIT YA. WHAT 
IS IT, BOY!” I was gasping for air. I was sick, I didn’t know what I had, and it doesn’t matter if 
I am sick, Ms. Deirdre forces you to work anyways. But there isn’t anything else wrong with me, 
so there is no point in fibbing. “I’m sick ma’am, sicker than any of us have ever been.” Ms. 
Deirdre’s grin was gone. Her face now displayed disappointment and a “I could care less” kind 
of feel. “WELL... GET TO WORK DAMMIT, ALL OF YOU!” She whipped around in a flash, 
scaring my peers and they all dashed to there stations. I walked, slowly, and eventually started 
cleaning the individual showers of the disgusting boys restroom. 

As I finished the five showers in the restroom, I went to wash clothing... by hand. I never 
cleaned my clothes, mainly because I don’t have any others. The reasoning for that is because I 
never asked. On Christmas, Ms. Deirdre will go and get old clothes from her grandchildren and 
gift us one item of clothing, if that’s what we ask for. Everyone does except me. I always ask for 
a quality dinner. On any other day, we are fed this gray slop that has no flavour and has the 
texture of wood clippings. I take advantage of the tiny bit of kindness that is offered to us every 
year, but no one else is fine with having putrid smelling clothes. 

When I finished the laundry, it was off to bed with me. It was suppertime, about 6:00, but 
I wasn’t hungry, I almost never was. I am pretty well built for how little I eat, because I always 


43 



exercise every night, but I can’t do that today. I need to fight this bitch of a disease with as much 
sleep as possible. I pass out right as my head hits the feather pillow. 

I woke up in a sweat, but I felt as if I were never sick. I open my eyes to see... stars? My 
whole body jerked up. I was on green, grass filled ground surrounded by a forest. My breaths 
became choppy as I started to panic. I was no longer in Sacramento, that was for sure. I was 
freezing, never been colder, (that’s not true). I swung my head from left to right, up and down, 
frantically trying to figure where I was, when I realized something sketched into the rock where 
my head had rested upon my waking. It was dark, hard to comprehend, all I could make out in 
the dim moonlight was “save.” I could see that there were at least two other words, but I couldn’t 
read them. 

My head started to pound, I was still tired. Just in case I was dreaming, I punched the 
rock as hard as possible. “Oww.” Sadly I was not dreaming, but I needed to sleep. I laid down 
near the rock and tried to sleep, curling up to preserve my own body heat. I woke up when the 
sun was right over me. I sat up and almost shrieked, as a snake was directly on top of my leg. I 
felt like I might die, but then I looked down its body. Its scales had a pattern that went, black, 
white, black orange, repeat. I sighed in relief as it was only a milk snake. They are constrictors, 
and not big enough to kill a human bigger than 5 foot 2. (I am 5 foot 7). What made this situation 
better is that they are not afraid of humans and they had relatively clean mouths, so I was able to 
move it off of me with no issues. It slithered its way in the opposite direction soon later. 

As I recovered from my mini heart attack, I could see a structure in the distance. I almost 
darted right to it, when I remembered why I slept in the middle of a freaking forrest with no 
protection. “Dumbass” I thought. I looked at the rock and saw that there was more than just 
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words, pictures too. The wording read “Save the tribe.” What tribe? I looked at the two pictures. 
One was a bow and the other was a spear. I was so confused. I shook my head and though what 
this could mean. After a couple of blank thoughts, I gave up. “It doesn’t matter. Not to me. Some 
weirdo probably just carved in boredom.” I thought. “In the middle of a forest? On a random 
rock? No there must be... Who cares?!” I finally yell. I look for what I thought was a structure, 
and headed toward it. It was a structure! A church is what it seemed to be. I slid down the 
steepest hill and headed towards a relatively big village. A sign on a building said, “Food, 
Beverages and Gunpowder.” Gunpowder? What the hell? Who would be selling gunpowder? Is 
that even legal anymore? There were kids and adults walking around selling what seemed to be 
newspapers. It was odd though. I have never seen kids dressed that fancy before selling 
newspapers. A young girl was walking close to me, so I purposely walked into her, making her 
drop a few. “Apologies” She responded with, “I’ll get you bounced if you run into me again poor 
boy!” What? I chuckled at the fact that she said “bounced,” whatever that means, and her accent 
just sounded spoiled. Either way I helped her pick up her newspapers and took one without her 
seeing. When she was out of sight, I immediately looked for the date. I found it and read, 

“December 17th, 1890.” 

“Wounded Knee” 

I awkwardly grinned and looked up. 1890? Wounded Knee? How could I be back in 
1890? I don’t even know where Wounded Knee was! So many more thoughts rushed through my 
head when I heard, “He stole my paper, get ‘em!” I looked over my shoulder to see the paper girl 
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running with a soldier looking person. He had what seemed to be a old timey rifle. That 
frightened me, so I took off towards the forest, but the soldier was fast, so he was catching up to 
me. When he was within five feet of me, I ducked down, tripping him and making him fall. I 
rushed towards the woods diagonally, when the soldier got up, planted his feet and shot. I felt a 
sharp pain hit the my back, and as I rolled down a sloped hill and slammed into a tree, my vision 
went dark. 

I awoke in a bed, sweating. I looked around and realized I was back at the orphanage. My 
best friend Jake was snoring. I usually hated it, but it was comforting this time. I looked to my 
left, my clock read, “10:59.” Dream. It was a dream. 

I take in one last deep, calming breath. A relieved smile slowly formed on my face. 
“Thank goodness” I whisper aloud. I lay back down and start to roll over, when a tender muscle 
caught me off guard. It made me abruptly stop from moving, (which didn’t help the pain), and 
my mind started to race back and forth for some reason. I gingerly got out of bed and walked to 
the boys bathroom with relative ease. I turned on the light, which momentarily blinded me, and 
looked at myself in the mirror. I had unfamiliar stanes in my nightshirt... they were green! I tried 
to rationalize with myself about what they are from, but couldn’t come up with a logical answer. 
I removed my nightshirt, slowly, as my muscles were still sore. “Maybe it was just muscle 
spasms?” I think to myself. 

I stare at my chest and stomach for a little while, finding small bruises scattered all 
around. I didn’t think much of them, bruises are just a way your skin reacts to physical pressure. 
I turn around to have my back face the mirror and I tilt my head back. My heart stops, my eyes 
widen, my knees starts to shake, and I start to breath frantically. In the middle of my back was a 
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huge purple and blue gash, with bits of red splattered about. “What the fff.My last word or 
so tremble in mesmerization. 

“What are you doing?” The feminine voice startled me and I spun around to see who 
projected it. I had to squint my eyes just to make out the figurine near the doorway. I couldn’t 
see who it was though. “Who’s there?” I ask with a mix of demand and politeness. The figure 
stepped into the doorway, it was a girl who I had only talked to once or twice. Her name is Rose 
and she is the oldest girl here at the age of 16, one year older than me. “Can you answer my 
question now?” she asked. She was a little snooty with it. “None of your concern, but we will 
both be in trouble if you are spotted in the doorway, or even near the boys section.” She knew I 
was right, she knew the consequences her and I could both face, but she wouldn’t leave. “I saw 
your back. What happened?” I raised an eyebrow. She had been there almost the whole time! 
“You looked into the opposite sex’s bathroom?! What if I was using it? Heh, and people say 
guys are the creeps.” I start laughing and my eyes close from how hard I was. 

Rose threw a punch at me. 

I caught it, without looking. 

Rose instantly regretted it, not knowing how I would react. Again, I was the kid who was 
always being hit and/or punched. 

I caught my breath and stared at her, she did the same back. Stared. We are the same 
height, so we ended up holding each other's gaze for too long. Rose seemed scared of how I 
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might react, me, actually, trying not to kiss her. We may not talk, but I had a love at first sight 
with her a little while after I got here. Eventually, she put her arm down, and I let go of her hand. 

“What actually happened to your back, Drew?” She asked concerned. I looked down. She 
would think I was mentally insane if I told her what I thought. So I gave her a reasonable one. 
“Months of abuse from Ms. Deirdre nobody else witnessed.” Rose nodded her head slowly, 
accepting my answer. “Now leave, before someone thinks we are doing something wrong,” I 
wink as I say that. Rose rolled her eyes but smiled at my comment and strolled on back to the 
girls section. I watched as she left and went back to examining my, well, my injury. First I closed 
the door. Then I got back into the position I could see the injury the best in. 

I reached for the middle of my back, and on contact, I heard the deafening BANG of the 
rifle. Images flashed like lightning through my brain. First the rifle, then me hitting the tree, the 
town, a map of America, which zoomed in on South Dakota, the word massacre, the two images 
on the rock in my “dream,” and last but not least, the three words on that rock. The words hit me 
painfully, and a deep, dark, loud and sinister sounding voice was in my head. “SAVE. THE. 
TRIBE.” I was trying to hold in my screams that I could hear echoing in my head. 

My eyes shot open and my body relaxed. I was on my side on the disgusting floor in a pool of 
sweat, with a little bit of red liquid in it. I realized it was blood from my back. I grabbed a used 
towel and wiped it up. “What the hell is happening to me?” 

I took a tissue and cleaned up my back as much as I possibly could, put my shirt back on 
and opened the door, to find Rose standing two inches away. I jumped a little but remained calm. 
“Do you do this all the time, or am I special?” I asked a little annoyed. “I heard you hit the 
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ground, I came back to see if you were okay, but you closed the door. I assumed you were okay 
when I heard you grunting.” My grunting, that was your insurance that I was okay? Whatever! 
“Then what are you still doing here?” I question. “I had to be sure.” She responded. With that, I 
forgave her for using a small detail as insurance of someone else's well being. I nodded my head 
and she stepped to the side, letting me out. I turned off the light and took about three steps 
towards my room, when I looked back to see her silhouette still standing there. I walked back. 
“Anything else?” She asked. She’s asking? “Screw it” I said to myself. When I got close enough 
to her, I gave her a full on kiss to the lips. I anticipated her to push, punch or slap me. Maybe all 
three. But instead she pulled me closer, and we stood there, kissing for the longest time. 

The next morning I was still in pain, but in the best mood I had ever been in. I looked at 
my clock. 7:15. Might as well get up. Only a couple of early birds were up, and Jake. He usually 
woke up when he needed too, but it seemed like he was eager to ask and/or tell me something. 
“What’s up Jake?” I ask. He lets out a chuckle and signals me to lean closer. He whispers in my 
ear, “I saw what you did.” Huh... what was he talking about. Jake adds, “You and Rose, in the 
hallway.” Aww crap. I lost my good mood and my best friend knows something he shouldn’t. I 
decide to play dumb. “Me and who did what in the hallway?” Jake lets out a subtle laugh and 
says, “don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone.” He sounded sincere, and that is also why I am friends 
with him, he is honest and keeps his word. My mood somewhat returned, but still played dumb 
while I was with Jake. 

I slid on my day clothing, which smelled, nice? I asked Jake to smell it. He was hesitant, 
but he had the same response. “It smells good. You actually did your laundry?” I just about 
smacked him, as I do every other boys laundiy, including his. I was so confused though. Who 
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did this for me? I walked down to breakfast, ate my slop, and went to do my chores. I finished a 
bit earlier than I usually do, and what I saw in my head was nagging at me. I needed to do some 
research about what I saw and experienced. I asked Ms. Deirdre if I could use a library card. “BE 
BACK WITHIN TWO HOURS” she boomed. Ms. Deirdre always had us be educated, never 
said “no” if we wanted to go the library once in a while, or if we read on our own time. Another 
act of kindness that is overshadowed by her actions. 

I went to the library (which was only a five minute walk or so), and got on a computer. 
The first thing I looked up was “Wounded Knee.” A few suggestions by Google came up. The 
one that caught my eye was, “Wounded Knee Massacre.” I clicked on it and there was a 
description: 

“The Wounded Knee Massacre occurred on December 29, 1890, near Wounded Knee Creek on 
the Lakota Pine Ridge Indian Reservation in the U.S. state of South Dakota. (Source: 
Wikipedia) ” 

My mouth opened as I read this. I remember the date on that paper I read. December 
17th. I was in South Dakota, possibly near Wounded Knee Creek, nine days before this 
massacre. 

I looked up the tribe name. “Lakota.” Some useless info appeared on the screen, so I was more 
specific. “Major Lakota events.” The Wounded Knee Massacre was in the top five. I clicked on 
it and read about how James W. Lorsyth lead the 7th Cavalry Regiment (Basically the army back 
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then) to disarm the Native Lakota tribe, when, a native’s, traded for rifle went off and started the 
whole thing. 

Then I typed and looked up, “How many Lakota survived the Wounded Knee Massacre?” 
My answer I got was, “150-300 Lakota were killed in the massacre with an undetectable amount 
surviving.” It makes sense why there was an undetectable amount, 150-300 natives was basically 
the whole tribe. I was saddened by this, so I looked up, “Do the Lakota still exist?” I got a 
happier answer. “The Lakota tribe were a key part of Americas victory of WWII, and the tribe 
still remain on the Lakota reservation in South Dakota.” I looked up the reservation. It was 
founded in 1936, January 15th. In 1934, there was major native activity going on in the area. 
That is how the tribe were discovered to have survived. I also found that the reservation was 
mostly in south-west, South Dakota. 

I felt as if I had enough information on this and looked up my possible “disease.” I found 
nothing, except that I should get mental help. For some reason I found that funny and laughed at 
it for like, ten minutes. I then went to time travel. I found conspiracy theories, stuff on the movie 
Back to the Future (which I didn’t really like), some weird twitter posts and fake videos. I had to 
find something, so I looked up time travel books. The library actually had a few. I wrote down 
there call numbers and I went and looked for them. I only found one, as the others were checked 
out. The book I found was called “Kindred,” whatever that means. I checked it out and headed 
back to the orphanage with plenty of time to spare. 

I signed back in and strolled into my room. I sat on my freshly made bed, (thanks Jake) 
and started reading. I read, and read, and read, more intrigued on every page. I was doing more 
studying than anything else, but the book was actually good. About a quarter of the way through 
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this eighty-page chapter, I stopped reading. I put the book under my bed and started 
comprehending the information I received while pacing back and forth. 

In “Kindred” the main character is named “Dana.” Whenever Dana was going to head 
back in time, she felt really sick, like how I did. But I didn’t go right away, I went when I was 
sleeping. Whenever she would head back to her present, she would feel the same way, but it had 
to be triggered by the fact that she felt as if she was going to die. I thought I was going to die 
when I found a milk snake resting on my leg, so this was different for me. I did come back 
though, but how? I thought about what the last things I saw when I was... traveling. “Lets see... 
I took a paper, read it, got chased by a soldier, he shot me...” I paused. “He shot me.” I say 
again. I have to die in order to come back, that’s how I return?, dying? “Of course,” I say 
sarcastically. 

After the first time Dana returned home, she started studying about her time period that 
she was time traveling back to. So I am going to do the same tomorrow. 

When I woke up, I had a headache. I was a little bothered by it, but I let it go. I got 
dressed. My clothes smelled even better today, this was getting a little weird, but I am grateful. I 
rushed to my chores and completed them as quick as possible. I finished at 3;30 or s and asked 
Ms. Deirdre if I could be at the library until supper. “BE BACK AT SUPPA TIME” she boomed. 
My ears hurt, but about thirty minutes longer was a nice amount of extra time. I ran over to the 
library with a notepad to take... notes. When I logged onto the computer my mind blanked. I 
didn’t know where to start. I had also taken Kindred with me, so I looked there first. I reread 
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some of the book and chose to search up clothing. I found that you were either rich or poor back 
in 1890 in Wounded Knee. I want to look rich, as it might me an easier way to fit in than look 
poor as hell. Next I looked up some slang, and I found out what “bounced” means; To remove a 
problematic, annoying or disruptive person. Interesting, the way the soldier removed me was by 
killing me! I moved on and looked at other items I should bring. 


I wrote down my list, which contained these items; 

1. Water container and filter 

2. Dehydrated foods 

3. My notebook 

4. A fake birth certificate 

5. Painkillers and cold and flu medicine 

6. Pocket Knife and Brass knuckles 

7. Copper 

8. Lakota Language Dictionary 

9. Big leather backpack. 

Each item has a purpose. The food and water is obvious. I am taking my notebook to draw a 
makeshift map or communication if needed. I need to exist, so that is what the certificate is for. 
Painkillers and rneds, in case I get hurt or feel sick. Copper was really valuable back then, so I 
can use it for trading. The dictionary, so I can talk to the Lakota. The knife and brass knuckles 
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are for fighting/hunting if necessary. And last, the backpack to carry it all. Made of leather 
because that was the trend back then. I also thought to bring a jacket or two, and some spare 
clothing. 

I was proud of my list, I smiled looking at it. Then, it occured to me. How in the world 
get this stuff? I slouched my head back in my chair and sighed. “Well, at least I have knowledge 
on how to fit in.” I look at the clock on the computer, 5:23. 

I decide to head back to the orphanage and find Jake outside with an adult I have never 
seen before. “Jake!” I call. His turns his head around and smiles at me. “Hey” he says. I walk up 
to him. “Who is this” I ask. “This is my new father, I got adopted!” I stood there. I didn’t know 
what to say. Jake was the first person I met, he made me feel welcome, now he is leaving. I felt 
sadness grow inside of me, but I couldn’t be happier for him. “Congrats, enjoy your new life 
bro.” We give each other a little dap and he hands me a slip of paper with some numbers on it. 
“What is this?” I ask. He pulls out what looks like a IPhone 8. “A welcome to the family present. 
Use that when you can.” He gave me a smile and started to walk away. I watched him go, but 
before he could completely leave, he yelled, “Good luck with Rose!” That little son of a gun. I 
will never forget him, and I will never lose this number. 

I signed back in, and when I got to my room, there was a new kid on his bed. It hurt, but 
I chose to be his Jake. “Hey” I said. He looked at me with nervous eyes. “I’m Drew, what’s your 
name?” “Kenny” he replies. “How old are you” I ask. “12.” He’s 12? “Why you here?” “A big 
fire” he whispers. Damn, this kid lost everything, I never had anything. Different stories same 
place, it was sad, almost nobody was here for the same reason, but every single reason sucks. “A 
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little advise, if you listen to Ms. Deirdre and follow the rules, you’ll be fine.” Kenny nods and 
lays on his bed. He seems tired, so I left him alone. I chose to take a little nap myself. 

I got up right at 6 and headed to supper. I took my journal with me. I got my slop and 
started eating. “Uhh... this sucks” I say. “What sucks?” I jump and spin around to see Rose with 
a bowl of slop in her hand. “What your holding, that sucks. Also you sneaking up behind me, 
stop doing that.” She smiled, but then it disappeared. “We need to talk.” she said. We both 
finished eating and we walked out to the porch. We sat down and Rose started the conversation. 
“What are you hiding?” “Nothing” I respond. “Then what are searching up the Wounded Knee 
massacre and what actually happened to your back?” Cat has my tongue, I don’t know what to 
say, but manage to get this out. “How do you know about that? The massacre stuff?” “I saw you 
heavily researching it for two days straight now. You wrote some stuff in your journal, and you 
have a gash on your back that abuse can’t cause! What are you hiding?!” We get weird looks 
from passing strangers, so I mock them so they go away. “I’m not going to ask again” Rose 
sneers. “You ever read the book Kindred?” I ask. “Yeah” Rose says. “That’s what’s happening.” 
Rose stares at me, thinking I am insane. 

“I got shot by a musket, that is what my gash in from” That didn’t help her look. I 
couldn’t tell what she might be thinking. She sighs and finally says, “I believe you.” The hell you 
don’t! I know she’s lying. No one would believe that crazy of a story, even five year olds 
wouldn’t believe that. I wanted to leave, I wanted to just go back in time and finish what I 
needed to for these spikes of sickness and traumatic experiences to go away. “The fact that you 
mention Kindred, it makes sense” Rose says. She continues with, “You were extremely sick, at 
least you looked like it. You struggled the entire day, and when Ms. Deirdre hit you, you actually 
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fell.” I try to stop her from talking, but she was so lost in thought that she just kept going. “And 
when you went to be you were so slow to get there. You could have thrown up at any moment, 
but then in the middle of the night, I saw you go into the bathroom with a tenable injury, and you 
sounded like you were never sick.” I was amazed that she remembers every detail, she really 
does care about me. “Then the musket. Your injuiy is like nothing I have researched about. Then 
I saw you in the library, researching a time when muskets were at their threshold and early rifles 
were starting to take place.” 

Rose looks at me and blushes. “Sorry, you must think I am really creepy for remembering 
all that.” I shook my head. “No” I said “I think it is remarkable that you remember so many 
things about someone else.” We held an awkward gaze, I was going to break the silence when 
my head felt like a nuke went off inside of it. “Oww!” I scream. “What’s wrong?” Rose asks. “It 
is going to happen” I say. The pain was so unbearable that I barely make it to my room and I 
pass out. The last thing I remember was laying down on my bed with Rose in tears. 

I woke surrounded by trees in a cold, starry night. My head pounded like a drum in a rock 
concert, so I wasn’t able to stay awake. All I saw was a familiar church building about 500 feet 
away from me. 

I woke up once again in the same spot as before, staring right at the church building. I sat 
up and realized I was in a blazer, a white shirt, dress pants, and what looked like the most fancy 
pair of hiking boots I have ever seen. I had laid on... a big leather backpack! I didn’t hesitate, I 
looked inside of it. Inside the bag was a full water canteen with a built in filter, brass knuckles, a 
pocket knife, painkillers and medicine, a Lakota tribe dictionary, copper, some strange money, 
spare clothes, and a birth certificate. The was no food though. I shook my head in disbelief. In a 
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smaller pocket was my journal. I flipped to the page where I had my list. The was new writing in 
it that I didn’t put. My food option was crossed out, an added option was put there. It read, 
“American dollars from the 1890s,” and next to every other item was a check mark. Under all 
that was two words, “You’re Welcome.” 

What in the actual...? I ignored that. I chose to to shove all my items back in the bag as I 
found them, after reading my birth certificate. My real last name was an alcoholic drink, and my 
real first name is not very popular in this time period, so my name was different. It read, 
“William Joseph Wright. Bom September 9th, 1875.” If I was still in 1890, I would still be 15 
years old, interesting. 

I put my certificate back in my bag and put some of the old money into one of my shirt 
pockets. I walked down to the village to find a familiar scene. Kids dressed really fancy selling 
newspapers. This time, I chose to buy one. I went up to a paper boy and pulled out some money. 
“3 dollars” he said. That’s a lot of money for a newspaper, especially back in this time, you 
could get a malt (if they even exist) for like, a nickel. Either way I paid the boy and looked for 
the date. 

December 23rd, 1890 

Wounded Knee 

I am still in 1890, but six days later than I was before, I have less time to find the Lakota 
to... save them I guess. I put the paper under my arm and walk around the village. I see soldiers, 
nicely dressed adults and kids, so poor looking people, residential areas and some stores. When I 
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saw the houses, I thought about something, something important. Where am I going to sleep? I 
sat down on a curb and looked around my surroundings. I saw some homes that looked really 
comfortable from the outside so I started there. 

I went to over six houses, I got turned away at every single one, even when I offered to 
work, in return I could have a room. As the sun started to set I was going to give up, when I 
came across a tall building. It wasn’t the cleanest looking place, put I was desperate. When I 
walked in I was greeted by an old woman. “Welcome. What do you want?” “A room” I said. She 
chuckled. “A room in an orphanage? That’s poetry.” I was in a goddamned orphanage, of course, 
me of all people. I was about to leave when the woman stopped me and handed me a key. 
“Second floor, first door.” I bowed my head to say “thank you” and followed her directions. On 
my way, I saw some kids watching me, I ignored them. I got to the room, which was relatively 
clean, sat my stuff down, undressed, and went to bed. 

I woke up at sunrise. I dressed into the same clothes to preserve my clean ones. I took 
some money and small copper pieces with me. I walked to the store weird stroe with the sign, 
“Food, Beverages and Gunpowder.” I assume the gunpowder were for the soldiers, but I really 
don’t know. I walked through the wooden door and looked around the store. I found some bread 
and chose to have it for breakfast. I paid the man working the counter. He asked me this, “Where 
you from?” “Not here” I responded. I left quickly as I really didn’t want to talk. I studied slang 
but didn’t know how to use it properly. I was going to go back to the orphanage to get my 
dictionary when I was stopped by a soldier. On his uniform, his name was stitched in. Forsyth, 
the leader of the 7th cavalry regiment, and the slayer of the Lakota. 


58 



“Who are you, boy!” he snaps. “Just a child walking” I respond. “Cut your crap! I’m the 
brass here! Who are you!” “William Wright sr.” I say, intimidated. “Prove that.” I nodded my 
head and signaled him to follow me. We strolled into the orphanage and into my room where I 
showed him my certificate. Forsyth looked and read it to himself. Quickly, I hid the knife, 
knuckles, meds and dictionary under the low hanging bed. 

When he finishes reading my certificate, he kindly hands it back to me, surprisingly. But 
he ends up rummaging through my bag. He stopped eventually, disappointed he didn’t find 
anything. “Well then” he looks at me and starts to leave, but I quickly ask him, “Sir, where are 
your indians living?” I was shocked when he gave me exactly what I wanted. “Up north-west, 
near the creek, but you would be a lunkhead to go up there.” He leaves laughing, and I soon 
follow with my own intentions. 

It was about mid-day when I was mentally prepared to leave. I took all my belongings, 
except my spare clothes. I trekked up and down some steep hills and trough some slushy ground, 
dirtying my boots and pants. I was walking for at least an hour when I came across a deer. It was 
about fifteen yards away from me, when an arrow went through its head and it fell to the ground. 
I swallowed hard and tried not to shit my pants. Four men came to transport the deer, when one 
if them pointed me out. Two came up to me. I pulled out my dictionary and journal and tried to 
communicate. I wrote down and spoke, “Hau, la woykA.” They seemed to understand what I 
was trying to say, and they used a universal hand signal for me to follow them. 

I was brought to their home and received very unwanted looks. I was directed to a small 
tent with two young natives. “Hau” I said as I entered. The boy said it back, but not the girl. “I 
umm...” I went for my dictionary again but was stopped by the girl. “We can speak” they both 
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said. I was caught off guard by the fact they could speak English, but this made things a little 
easier. Or did it? 

I really didn’t know how to explain myself, it would be confusing if I told them of an 
attack that wasn’t really planned was going to take place, and it would change history, I know 
how the butterfly effect works and I can’t let it be put in to play too much, me talking to the 
natives may put a little wrinkle in time. “What you do here?” The boy asked. I thought for a 
while, and came up with a small white lie with some truth to it. “I have come here to inform you 
of what is happening in the White village.” They both gave me an intrigued look and asked. 
“What your name?” “William, William Wright,” I said. They both gave me there names and the 
meanings. The boys name was “Hotah,” which means “Strong.” The girls name was “Zonta,” 
which means “Trustworthy.” They asked what my name ment, I told them I didn’t know exactly, 
and they accepted that. We talked for an hour or so and Zonta raped up the conversation with this 
sentence. “You are welcome here to stay, but not everyone accepts you like us.” I pulled out 
some of the copper I had in my bag. “But they can change minds” Zonta quickly added as her 
eyes sparkled at the sight of the copper. “I will trade with you tomorrow when I arrive. About 
midday,” I said confidently. We all got out of the tent and I went to shake their hands, but at first 
they didn’t know exactly what I was doing. “Shake” I said. Zonta grabbed my hand and shook 
first, then Hotah. I now know why he was named that because my hand was sore the rest of the 
way back to the town. 

When I got back, the town was quiet. It was peaceful. The sun was starting to set and 
everyone seemed to either be shopping or in their respective homes. So I did the same. I went 
shopping for dinner. I bought two plums and some black walnuts. I went back to the orphanage 
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and went to my room. My room was how I left it, except that there was a note on the bed. It read, 
“Clean your own room and sweep the lobby every day you are here by sundown.” That was fine. 
I ate my dinner then swept the lobby with no issues. I went to bed and had one of the best nights 
of sleep I have ever had. 

When I woke, I did the same thing as yesterday, I went down to the shop and bought 
some bread for breakfast, headed back to my room, took a swig from my canteen and hiked up to 
the Lakotas. I arrived at midday, like I said would. I traded some copper for some deer meat, 
which I got lessons on how to cook it. I also traded for a fur coat, as it gets pretty damn cold at 
night, even inside the orphanage under the thin covers. I didn’t stay for long, as I was back in the 
White village before sundown. I did my chore and cleaned my room. Then I went and got dinner, 
only this time I didn’t get the black walnuts. By sundown, I was beat and fell asleep before I 
could get undressed. 

Days went by with a simple routine. Get bread for breakfast, eat in my room, gather my 
things and go to the Lakota, trade and/or just have a good time, come back and get dinner, eat in 
my room, bed. It was how I lived. Today I chose to get a paper to see what date it truly was, as I 
seemed to have lost track. I bought my paper after breakfast and read: 

December 27th, 1890 

Wounded Knee 

Two more days. Huh. The town hadn’t changed much and I wasn’t seeing any argrestion 
from soldiers, what was going to trigger the event? Either way, I packed everything I had and 
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walked to the Lakota, when on the way, I was thrown to the ground by James Forsyth. “You’ve 
gypped me out of finding those Indians for too long!” He yelled. “I don’t understand” I 
responded. I guess I found the natives before he did somehow? I really didn’t know what he was 
furious about. “I’ll be goldaned if you don’t understand, where are they!?” He screamed. 
“Who?” I asked, (I know who he is talking about). “The Indians! Where are they!” Forsyth 
pulled out a rifle and aimed at me. I put my hands up and was picked up by the shoulder. “Bring 
me to them!” Forsyth demanded. 

I did as he said. I led him straight to the Natives. He observed from a distance, as we 
were unnoticed. The Lakota were doing a tribal dance called “The Ghost.” It meant living upon 
the spirits, celebrating the ancestors, but Forsyth saw it different. Near the performers was a 
weapons rack of some sort, and he saw “The Ghost” as a war cry. I was forcefully brought back 
to the village and was rushed to my room in the orphanage. 

“You are in the soup with me” Forsyth said infirated. He left me in my room and locked 
the door. I could hear him conversing with his soldiers. I couldn’t hear everything clearly, but I 
could hear this. “I don’t want a war. At sunrise on the 29th, we will disarm the Indians, if they 
choose to fight, kill them.” I started to worry. How was I going to get out of here? I looked 
around my room and saw my window, which didn’t open. I thought for awhile and made up my 
mind. Tomorrow, if my door was still locked, I was breaking out of here. 

I woke up late, it was already midday. I tried my door, it was locked. I tried yelling for 
someone to get me out, but it was no use. I packed all my gear and dressed lightly. I used my 
knife to make my pants into shorts and made my shirt a shortsleeve. Then I put my knife into my 
pocket and put on one of my brass knuckles to break the window. The loud burst of shattering 
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glass caught the attention of some citizens and soldiers. But as I jumped out the window, (which 
was only like twelve feet off the ground), no one stopped me. 

I ran down the path I usually take to get to the Lakota, when I encountered multiple 
rattlesnakes. I could hear many of them and see a few as well. I had medicine, but non could stop 
snake venom from killing me. I pulled out my knife just in case it was needed. When I was sure 
to be clear from them, I trekked on. 

I was exhausted when I found the Lakota. It was beginning to be sundown and it started 
to get cold. I put on my fur coat and waited until dark. 

When the sun set, I walked over to Zonta and Hotah’s tent. They were both still awake 
and everyone was surprised to see me today, as I had not come at my usual time. They both 
looked me up and down at my strange wardrobe. “What wrong William?” Hotah asked. “The 
Whites are coming to disarm you, I don’t know what they truly meant by that,” I told them. 
There faces both had concerned looks. “What we do?” Hotah asked. I sighed, the event has to 
happen, but I can’t save them all. I need to save somebody though, right? I finally looked at them 
in the eye and whispered, “Nothing, we do nothing. We let it happen, we run if anything goes 
wrong, alright.” Zonta and Hotah looked at eachother, then me. They both nodded in agreement. 

A while later, we slept. We slept until we heard the voices and footsteps of soldiers 
raiding the place. I remember researching about when the massacre truly started. It started when 
a Native’s rifle misfired. I told Hotah and Zonta to wait as I gathered my knuckles, rneds, and 
canteen. When I had everything together, there was a loud “BANG. ” Then multiple after it. 
“Run!” I shouted. All three of us ran North, away from the fighting, but I heard a faint order 
given. “After them.” I turned my head around to see a soldier running after us. 
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We kept a steady pace, until we came across a mountain side. It was at least a 
two-hundred foot drop. We ra along the side of it, when the soldier cut us off. He now stood in 
front of us. He aimed his musket at us and yelled, “surrender!” Zonta and Hontah went to their 
knees, I didn’t. I slid on my brass knuckles and charged towards the soldier. When he shot, I 
dove to the side, having hime miss. I dashed up to him and punched him right across the face, 
knocking him out and leaving a nasty mark on his face. 

Zonta and Hotah ran up to me, I told them to go and keep running. “You are our 
wanikiya,” Zonta cried. “Thank you savior” Hotah added. “Go, run” I said with a tear in my eye. 
They bolted out of sight. When I turned around, Forsyth had his rifle aiming at me, he shot. I 
tried to dodge it, I almost did, almost. It hit my knee, which took of chunks of flesh and muscle. 
My knee was wounded, tom to shreds with one shot. 

Forsyth ran up to me and yelled, “Where are they?!” I crawled over to the edge and 
balanced on one foot. “Where are they?!” Forsyth yelled again. My foot was right next to the 
edge of the cliff. I glanced behind me, and then, a lyric from one of my favorite songs played in 
my head, and I said it aloud and did the action to it as well. “So will the real slim shady please 
stand up, and put one of those fingers on each hand up?” And I let the breeze take me off the 
edge. 

As I fell, my brass knuckles disappeared of my hands and my clothes started to dissipate. 
On contact with the ground, my vision went dark. 

I woke in a new environment. I was in a white painted room with an oxygen mask on. I 
was under a blanket with cords connecting to my arm. I looked around my surroundings and saw 
a doctor looking person. “Hello” I said as loud as I could. I startled the doctor, and she went and 
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grabbed a man, informing him that I was awake. He looked down at me and started to remove 
the mask. “Son, what do you remember?” I couldn’t tell him the complete truth, so I said what I 
thought was necessary. “I was at my orphanage, and I felt very sick so I went to to bed and fell 
asleep. Now I am here.” The man nodded. “You were in a coma for two days my boy. I am your 
doctor, doctor Smith.” 

The news was really surprising, only two days, I was in South Dakota for at least six. 
Maybe time works differently? “Am I going to be okay?” I asked. “Yes you are, we are just 
examining your back and knee.” My back and knee? I looked under the covers to find that I had 
an entire knee, but it was blue and purple, with bits of red, like how my back was and assuming 
it still is. My knee hurt like the devil, and I asked, “How long will I be here?” “Three days 
maximum” was my answer I received. 

“Oh yeah, someone is hear to see you.” Dr. Smith added 

It was Rose, who hugged me when she laid her eyes on me. I hugged her back. She told 
me to tell her what happened, so I did. I told her the whole story, how I lived in a old timey 
village, saved the Lakota, got shot, jumped off a cliff, and everything in between. She was just so 
relieved I woke up. When my three days past, I went back to the orphanage with some crutches. I 
hadn’t realized it until I got there though that I had a tattoo on each of my arms. On my left, it 
was a picture of Zonta and Hotah, and on my right, there was a word. It read, “WANIKIYA.” I 
gave Rose an in depth explanation of who the people were and what the word meant. 

Weeks went by, it was a normal experience being back. But one day, Rose ran to me and 
pulled me into a room with two young adults. “Hello” they said. “Are you two Drew and Rose?” 
they asked. I was really confused, but we nodded. “My name is James.” The man told us. “My 
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name is Alexa” the woman said. I looked at Rose, who had a huge smile on her face. I still was 
clueless. “How do you two know each other?” Alexa asked. “We are boyfriend and girlfriend” 
Rose answered. I wasn’t really aware of that, but I nodded in agreement. “We are just finishing 
out the paperwork to adopt you both.” My mouth dropped to the ground. “A-a-adopt us?” I 
stuttered. Alexa and James both nodded. All I could do was smile. I am finally out of here, and 
with my love, this could not get any better. 

Rose and I both packed up and slept our last night in the hellhole. When we woke up, 
James and Alexa were already here. We ran to the car and packed up the tunk with our things. 
The first thing we did was that we went on a cruise like car ride to San Diego. Then on our first 
stop, we went out to breakfast. We went to a place called “Breakfast Republic.” I had pancakes 
and bacon and french toast. I never knew how hungry I really was. Everyone else had an egg 
dish of some sort. It was the most delicious meal I ever had, even with my Christmas requests. 
When we finished, we went to our new house, which was huge. It was three stories and we all 
got our own room and bathroom. When we finished our tour and got to pick our rooms, we were 
each gifted a phone. We were both given an IPhone 8S. Rose and I spent an hour or so 
customizing our phones and adding our new step-parents numbers. Then I remembered 
something, something important. I went through my bag and found it, Jakes phone number. 

I dialed the number and listened to it ring. Jake answered. Me and him talked for hours 
just talking about how good our lives are becoming. I never told him about Wounded Knee 
though. 
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A unique collection of stories, written by High Tech High International students, of 
journeys through time. Filled with adventure, culture, vibrance, and danger, these are historically 
accurate novellas of time periods. From 1918 AD, to the 12180 BCE this spans all of human 
history, and is filled with realistic, but fun depictions of the past based on research articles and 
scientific facts. Some mature language is used sparsely for the sake of realism and for more 
emotional investment, but nothing inappropriate is contained within these pages. 



